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about have been cultivated by you, and wave with, your harvests, and the plains of the seas are furrowed by your oars !"
Then she began to chant the adventures of Mei-karth, the God of the Sidonians and founder of her family. She told how he had ascended the mountains of Ersiphonia, journeyed to Tartessus, and waged war against Masisabal to avenge the Queen of Serpents.
"He pursued in the forest the female monster, whose tail undulated like a rivulet of silver over dead leaves; and he came to a prairie, over which the moon, the colour of blood, shone refulgent in a pale circle ; and there he found women, half dragons, grouped around a huge fire, poised erect on their tails, thrusting out and curving their scarlet tongues, forked like fishermen's harpoons, to the very edge of the flames."
Then, without ceasing Salammbd recounted how Melkarth, after vanquishing Masisabal, had put the decapitated head of his victim at the prow of his ship : " At each surge of the waves it was plunged under the foam; and was embalmed by the sun until it became more enduring than gold, yet tears never ceased flowing from the eyes, but constantly dropped into the water." All this she chanted in old Canaan -ite dialect, which the Barbarians did not understand.
They demanded of one another what she could be saying to them, accompanying her words with such frightful gestures. Mounting upon the tables, the benches, and the branches ot' sycamores, with open mouths and outstretched necks, they endeavoured to grasp the vague stories that floated before their
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